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I feel its approach, 
Inevitable as death: 


Internet dating. 


I walk home alone, 
Bag covered in Wotsits dust. 


Should this depress me? 


My childhood sweetheart 
Has a toddler, and a gut, 


But I’d take him back. 


I am convinced that 
All available men are 


Somehow damaged goods. 


This town is alive 


With everything except 


Eligible men. 


I smile to myself 
Because I have a secret: 


My time is my own. 


Halloween party; 
I go as the Swedish Chef. 


Note to self: not cute. 


Sadly, the only 
Guy I’m going steady with 


Is my bartender. 


What makes me nervous 
Is the thought that I’ ll forget 


How to date at all. 


After a dry spell 
It’s impressive how quickly 


Standards are lowered. 
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I now understand 
The appeal of younger men, 


Which makes me feel old. 


“Whoa-oh here she comes, 
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Watch out boy, she’ll chew you up 


Eh, I’ve been called worse. 


I always feel proud, 


So why is it referred to 


As the walk of shame? 


Blind dates aren’t so blind 
These days, but they’re still filled with 


Possibility. 
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Don’t make her your Facebook friend. 
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If you’re into her 


Be a man, and text! 


I try to avoid 


Artistic communities. 


(Throws off my gaydar.) 
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I hope that men will 
Forgive me for not being 


Zooey Deschanel. 
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Eyelash extensions? 
Really? This is standard now? 


Shit, man... I give up. 


Whenever I spot 
A cool pair of shoes, attached: 


A Japanese chick. 


I just bought makeup 


That offers “more coverage”. 


The battle begins... 


It turns out staring 


Is a great way to seduce 


(narcissistic) men. 


Sure, I have “a type”: 
Tall, dark, and handsome with a 


Peter Pan complex. 
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Spotted from afar 
I give him the head to toe. 


Oh! Fuck you, thumb ring. 


Solitude causes 


Loneliness, yes, but also 


Fits of ecstasy. 


When it’s bad, you think, 
I could be a lesbian. 


Alas, oral sex. 


Always, on the train 
Babies stare at me, wide-eyed. 


My ovaries hurt. 
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It would appear that 
My biological clock 


Has a snooze button. 


Ata friend’s wedding, 
Of course the biggest douche bag 


Is hitting on me. 


In my neighbourhood 
Even the homeless woman 


Has a boyfriend. Sigh. 


No more late night texts. 
All my booty calls got bored. 


Or worse, got girlfriends. 


Some girls find ice cream 


Therapeutic ... I’ll stick to 


Drinking heavily. 


Internet stalking... 
Oh, sugar pie, honey bunch, 


I can’t help myself. 


I saw an old flame 


And he looked. Just. Terrible. 


Ah, schadenfreude. 


Sometimes I wonder 
How different life would be 


If I had cleavage. 


A kiss on the hand 


May be quite continental . . . 


Buy me dinner first. 


On my kitchen floor 
We fucked loudly, more than once. 


Take that, married friends! 


He had a body 
Like an underwear model, 


So...I had no choice. 


It was 4 a.m. 
I saw him naked, eating, 


And it felt like love. 


My mind’s petals plucked 
He loves me? He loves me not? 


Ad infinitum. 


Men in tight trousers: 


Before you give them the swerve, 


Note: no beer belly. 


“Hemlines and haircuts.” 


Sure, but when did we choose to 


Stop wearing trousers? 


I thought with age came 
If not a good man, good skin? 


None of the above. 


Some advice, ladies: 


When you wear wedge heels and shorts 


You just look like whores. 


I can’t get a date, 


Yet I’ve been invited to 


Multiple threesomes. 
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All of these young men, 
Ironically mustachioed, 


They bore me to tears. 


Fleeting fetishes 
Drift in and out of my life 


Like guys on skateboards. 


I like trysts with guys 


From other countries. It’s like 


Stamping your passport! 


“My bad,” he mumbled 
Right after he came. I thought, 


“How did I get here?” 


Construction workers: 


Unfairly stereotyped? 


I hear no catcalls. 


From random street guy 
The best pickup line ever: 


“T’1] make you breakfast!” 


Cae 


On the street I watch 
Men leer at anything curved. 


They’re not that picky. 


Aren’t men ashamed 
When they talk to their girlfriends 


In that stupid voice? 
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I’m apathetic 
About my chipped nail polish 


Among other things. 


If men would ask us, 
Then we wouldn’t ask ourselves, 


“Am I ona date?” 
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Men don’t realize 
We women thrill to conquest 


As much as they do. 


His proposition: 
“Let’s make out like teenagers!” 


How could I refuse? 


He said, “I love you” 
During sex. Rookie mistake. 


(I wish he’d meant it.) 


Well, the good news is 
If I settle down someday 


I won’t ask, “What if... 2?” 


Waiting by myself 
In line for the kebab van 


I look pathetic. 


Eating sauerkraut 
On the couch, straight from the jar... 


This is my nadir. 


My neighbour enjoys 
Sleeveless vests AND owns a cat. 


I should ask him out. 


Bad breakup? Divorced? 
Revisionist history: 


Good for what ails ya! 


Dear Future Husband, 
Hope you like a.m. blow jobs 


And pizza. Call me! 


His shoulders are broad, 
ike his smile. I think, maybe, 


“This man could love me.” 
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He makes me happy. 
If he also makes me sad, 


Then I’ll know it’s love. 


It’s worth noting here, 
Beyoncé’s “Single Ladies” 


Was written by men. 


Dating postdivorce ... 
The game’s changed, the rules haven’t. 


Screw this, where’s the wine? 


My generation 
Has a siren song. It goes: 


“He’s probably gay.” 


One night my mum asked, 
“You do still like boys,” (pause) “right?” 


Yes, Mum. Sadly, yes. 


Ironically, 
“As long as you’re happy” is 


The saddest refrain. 
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As I get older, 
I can hear all of my “whens” 


Transform into “ifs”. 


I’ve thought about it, 
And we all want the same thing: 


Friends with benefits. 
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